feeling grew within him which he did not know whether
to call joy or disappointment. Helene Willfiier, on
the other hand, the scientist of established position, the
director of a chemical works, was quite clear about the
completely stupid, joyous and turbulent excitement in her
heart. Here was Ambrosius again I This tower of a
creature walking beside her, so close that she could feel
his warmth. Here he was, striding beside her on this
paradise of a seashore ; he was alive ; he was here ; he
could see 1 He looked into her face with a keen and
searching glance. There was a look of surprise in his
expression as though he saw something new, unknown,
unsuspected.
** You have become—very great/* he said, as he
strolled along beside her beneath the green overhanging
foliage, whilst Tintin sprang ahead like a small blue
spark. ** You have made a great career for yourself.
You must find it a matter of great satisfaction to yourself,
gpadige Frau ? "
" Satisfying ? Fairly. . . . Certainly. I have worked
very hard during the winter. We have now found a
cheaper method of preparing our * Vital Jn.* We shall now
flood the market with it in large quantities at half the
price, and with its nice popular name. Well, yes—satis-
faction, perhaps. Yet there are moments when I could
almost wish myself back in Kobellin's experimental hell.
But in every .life there is some unsatisfied want/*
** Yes ? ** Ambrosius asked quickly, and turned his
head towards her. The question embraced a great deal;
things both half-realised and wholly unrealised. At
heart this question meant: Are you really unsatisfied,
you beautiful big feminine creature, with your chemical
laboratory ? But Ambrosius did not know that yet, and
Helene did not understand it.
** I have been thinking about you a great deal here just
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